

The Taming of the S brew. 

Each in his office rcadic at thy becke. 

Wilcthou haue mufickc ? Harke Apollo playcs, Mnjtc!^e 
And twenrie caged Nightingales do fing, 

Or wilt thoufleepfc ? Wee’l haue thee to a Couch, 

Softer and fweeter then the luftfull bed 
On purpofe trim’d vp for Semiramis. 

Say thou wilt walke : we will beftrow the ground. 

Or wilt thou ride ? thy horfes (hall be trap’d. 

Their iurnefle ffudded all with Gold and Pearle. 

Doft thou loue hawking? Thou haft hawkes willfoarc 
Aboue the Morning Larke. Or wilt thou hunt. 

Thy bounds lhal 1 make the Welkin anfwer them 
And fetch fhrill ecchoes from the hollow earth, 

i Cdfan. Say thouwile courfc.thy gray-hounds arc as fwife 
As breathed Stags : 1 fleeter then the Roe. 

^ lM. Doft thou loue pictures? we wilfetch thee liras t 
Adonis painted by a running brookc, 

And Cbhercaallinfedgeshid, 

Which feeme to moue and wanton with her breath, 

Eiicn as the vvauing fedges play with windc. 

Lord . Wee’l (hew thee /<?,a* (he was a Maid, 

And how (he was beguiled and furpriz’d. 

As liuelic painted, as the deede was done. 

3 Man. Or Daphne roming through a thotnie wood, 
Scratching her legs , thac one dial fwcarc (he bleeds. 

And at that fight (hall fad Apollo weepe. 

So worktnanlie the blood and teares'are drawnc. 

Lord. Thou art a Lord and nothing but a. Lord: 

Thou haft a Ladiefarrc more Beautiful!, 

Then any woman in this warning age. 

I Man. And til the teares that (lie hath fhed for thee, 

Like enuious flouds ore run her louely face, 

■She was the fairelf creature in the world. 

And yetlhcisinferiourtonooc. 

Beg. Am 1 a Lord and haue I fitch a Ladie j* 

Or do I dreame ? Or haue I dream’d till now 2 
I do not fieepe: I (ee, I heire, I fpeakc: 

I fmel fweet fauors,and 1 fede (oft things : > ;.l 

Vpon my life I am a Lord iadeede,' 

And 
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And not a Tinker, nor Chriftophcr Stic. 

Well, bring oar ladie hither to ourfight, 

And once againe a pot o’th fmalleft Ale- 

2 . Man. Wdt plcafe your mightineffe to wafli your hands: 

Oh bow we ioy to fee your wit refto’d, 

O h that once more you knew but what you are : 

Thefe fifteens ycetes you haue bin in a dreame, 

O r when you wak’d/o wak’d as if you (lept. 

Beg. Tiiefe fiftecne yeercs, by my fay, a goodly nap, 

But did 1 neuerfpeake of all that time. 

I c Man. Oh yes my Lord, but veric idle words 
For though you lay heerein this goodlie chamber, I 

Yet would you fay, ye wearc beaten out of doore. 

And railcvpou the Hofteflc of the houfe, 

And fay you would prefent her at the Leetc, 

Becaufe (he brought ftone-iugs,and no fea’ld quarts : 

Sometimes you would cal! out for Cicely Hackct. 

Be y. I , the womans maid of the houfe. 

3 . \jlfan Why fir you konw no houfe, nor no fuch maid 
Nor no fuch men as you haue reckon’d vp, 

At Stephen She, and old lohn Tdjips of Greece, 

And Peter Tttrph , and Henry ‘Timptrnell, 

And twentie more fuch names and men as thefe, 

Which neuer were , nor no man eucr faw. 

Beg. Now Lord be thanked for my good amends, esill. Amen 

Enter Ladie with Attendants, 

Beg. I thanke thee, thou (halt notloole by it. 

Lady . How fares my noble Lord ? 

Beg. Marrie I fare wclLforheereis cheere enough. 

Where is my wife? 

La. Hcete noble Lord what is tby will with her 
Be(r. Arc you my wite and wiil noc calimcc husband? 

My men (hould call mee Lord,I am your good-man. 

La. My husband and my Lord,my Lord and husband I am your 
wifeinall obedience. 

Beg. I know it well , what mufti call her ? 

Lord. Madam. . • 

Beg. Alee Madam , or lone Madam 2 
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